Young Roger, 
The Ploughman. 


2 Mother 1 long to be married, 
If that you will give your Conſent; 
Full fixteen ** old as I've been told, 
1 was in the Middle of laſt Lent. 
It was Time to be married you know, 
Two Summers and Winters ago; 
For the loſs of a Lover, I'd fain diſcover, 
| Young Roger he loves me I know; 
For he's as handſome a Fellow I vow, 
As &er-was brought up to follow the Plough. 


Peer Daughter what mean you by Roger, 
Her Mother in a Paſſion ſhe cry'd, 
A Country Clown. the Scorn of the Town, 
When you night be a Gentleman's Bride; 
Which | wilt plainly make appear, 
Io all the fair Maids in Yorkſhire 
I've. goden Trealure and Wealth beyond. 
Mcxaſure, 
The Rents of five Thouſand a Year; 
And do you imagine | woukl you allow, 


Io marry young Roger chat follows the 
-Plough. . 


* 


Dear Mother I am at my Diſpaſal, 
With four .Thoutand- Poun.is in Hind; 
There's plenty of good Sture, I'll alk tor no 

more, 
| Give but the Man Ladote | - 
Tho' in a mean Habit he gots, 
Perhaps with à l'ateh on his Clothes; 
Dear Mother, when &er he comes nigh me, 
His Breath {mells as fweet as a Rofe; 

And it ever-l marry, I ſolemnly vow, 

It muſt be wich Roger that follows the 
- Ftough, 


Pear Daugnter if this is Reaſon and Wit, 
do recommend the: poor hongit Man, 
"Who will do all that he can; 
Whilſt a Rake he'd ruin nis family quite; 
Dear Daughter you are much in the Right, 
I never more will deny you, 
Let young Roger lie by you, 
_ Since he's your Joy and Delight. 
And when you arc * my Love fhall be 
: ſhown, 
Ill give him a Farm to plow of his own, 


Gold by 8. Sturm: ide, Nor 53, White Chepth 
Liverpool, 
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